Dew and du -t design your warm brown ski n clinging to last night's sleep in the new morning air. Don't forget your ti cket. Don't eat the berries. Don't come back too so m. This is where you learned to love warm dust between your toes the slln beating your face beneath too long bangs the silence of working alone the trudge back to reality when the bucket is full.
Nobody will knock you down and take your berries. The money is not yours.
Sometimes you get to put a few coins in the piggy bank you glued back together.
Sometimes you get to dream that the sweetest berry is in your mouth and you can taste it.
